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TEXT EK. 
OR 


HOWARD IN THE SHADES. 


To Wealth and State, I tune my lay, 
The ever chearful, ever gay, | 
Who feaſt in hall or bow'r ; 
O may they ſtill in plenty live, 
Each bliſs enjoy this world can give, 
Nor feel the pinching ſhow'r! 


B May 


May they, inwrapt in warm array, 


Reſiſt th' inſulting winter's day, 


And with compaſſion for the poor, 


Its ev'ry ill defy ; | 
With peace and happineſs in ſtore, 


Their craving wants ſupply. 


For now behold the furious blaſt 

Of howling winds, the ſky o'ercaſt, 
Bright Sol with-holds his beams, 

The binding froſt incruſts the ground, 

Congeals the limpid waters round, 


And ſtops the purling ſtreams. 


The dreary plains, of verdure bare, 
DeſtruQtion whiſtling thro' the air, 
The elements at ſtrife ; | 
This waſteful war the mind informs, 
What mighty quickſands, rocks, and ſtorms, | 
Attend the voy'ge of life, PR ; 
The 
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The trees and mountains, topt with ſnow, 
The flocks fled to the vales below, 
For ſhelter and for food x: 
The buſy inſe& dormant lies, 
The feather'd tribe for ſuccour flies, 
Unto the friendly wood. 


Domeſtic animals with ſpeed, 

The lowing ox, the neighing ſteed, 
Begin their homes to ſcan ; 

And there, with hay and corn elate, 

Ah, better far I ween their fate, 


Than many a hapleſs man! 


The ſhiv'ring clown, whoſe humble lot, 
Depends upon his crazy cot, 

T* expel the driving rain; 
Sees with remorſe, his ragged walls 
Pierc'd through by ev'ry guſt that falls, 


And his dependence vain, 


B 2 What 


TY) 


What various ills the wretch betides, 
Whoſe © houſeleſs head, and unfed fides,” 
On Charity depends; 
Whoſe feeble limbs, and mangled form, 
« Abides the pelting of the ſtorm,” 
Quite deſtitute of friends ! 


The hardy vet'ran, cloth'd in ſcars, 
Sad trophies of his former wars, 

Whoſe merits none regard; 
With armleſs ſleeve, and wooden leg, 
Is doom'd in bitterneſs to beg, 


A comfortleſs reward. 


Between Repentance and Deſpair, 
Behold the poor deluded fair 

Her woeful loſs deplore ; 
Deſpis'd, abandon'd, and alone, 
In wretchedneſs ſhe makes her moan, 


At her betrayer's door. 


Unfeeling 


(9) 


Unfeeling wretch, whoſe ſubtle art 


Allures her too, too, yielding heart 
From Virtue's paths to go; 

His recompence for love, is this, 

That for a momentary bliſs, 


He brings her endleſs woe! 


Alas! who knows what grievous ſmart, 
What ſorrow wrings that mother's heart, 
| Who Nature's gifts deny'd; 
Whoſe tatter'd weeds her limbs expoſe, 
To ev'ry chilling breath that blows 

Her infant by her ſide. 


With hands up-held, with ſtreaming eyes, 
For bread the hungry prattler cries, 

Alas! he cries in vain; 
Poor hapleſs babe, brought forth in grief, 
No friendly hand affords relief, 


Nor mitigates his pain, 


What 
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What dreadful pangs muſt he endure, 

Who in ſome priſon, lock'd ſecure, 
Ah, miſerable doom! 

No balmy comforts him beſtead, 

No where to reſt his wretched head, 
Amidft the diſmal gloom! | 


There ſtretching out his aching bones 
Upon the cold the harden'd ſtones, 
I0o me his ſtory told; 
His ſcource of grief, what wicked arts, 
Of men with adamantine hearts, 


More hard'ned and more cold. 


His hopes to thrive, his maxims croſt, 
In trade his patrimony loſt, 
The all that he enjoy d; 


His little ſchemes of life o'erthrown, 


Misfortune mark'd him for her own, 
And all his hopes deſtroy'd, 
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Near to this melancholy ſhade, 

Lo guilt in wretchedneſs array'd 

With many a bitter throe; 

All cold and comfortleſs he lay, 

And noting down another day 
Of ſolitary woe. 


At ſight of me he roſe his head, 
Ah! ouilty wretch was all he ſaid, 

And clank'd his galling chain; 
Then whiſper'd forth a fervent prav'r, 
Then ſmote his breaſt, then dropt a tear, 
And laid him down again, 


I freely offer d ſome relief, 
Involv'd in ſympathetic grief, 

| To ſee what he endur'd ; 

He ſeem'd in tears to intimate 
My kind intentions came too late, 


His wound could not be cur'd. 


Ah 


(2) 
Ah little think the buſy crowd, 
The vain, the thoughtleſs, and the proud, 
What miſeries attend; 
Ah little think the giddy throng, 
How many heartfelt pangs belong 


To him who wants a friend. 


| Know you who ſquander wealth and eaſe, 
Your ſenſu appetites to pleaſe, 
Your time and health deſtroy ; 
A part to charity afſign'd. 
To eaſe the grief afflicted mind, 
Would bring you laſting joy. 


Know you who brooding o'er your Store, 
Who having much ſtill graſp for more. 
A little portion givn; 

To dry the helpleſs orphan's tear, 

Would bring celeſtial comforts here, 


And ſmooth the road to heav'n. 


The 
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The philanthropic good and wiſe, 
Who oft. the widow's want ſupplies, 
Are heav'n's peculiar care; 
Tis by Omnipotence decreed, 
That ev ry charitable deed 
Shall be recorded there. 


The Son of God when here below, 
Did ev'ry balmy bliſs beſtow, 
That human life attends ; | 
The naked cloth'd; the hungry fed, 
The ſick he heal'd, the filent dead 
Reſtor'd unto their friends. 


Then you who ample means poſſeſs, 
To purchaſe future happineſs, 
With peace and plenty ſtor'd, 
Your mite to indigence impart, 
With open hand and willing heart, 
And imitate your Lord. 
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En 


So ſhall the winter of your days, 
From men and angels merit praiſe, 


Companions of the bleſt; 
And when your mortal part ſhall die, 
Your ſouls exulting mount the ſky, 
And there forever reſt. 
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ODE To ETERNITY. 


I. 
H AIL ! mighty Ruler of the ſkies, 
Omnipotence divine! 
Let Angels ſtrike the golden lyre, 
Let Seraphs waft the ſound, 
And ev'ry boſom round 
With heav'nly melody inſpire, 
Let all that breathe, their tuneful voices riſe, 
And ev'ry ſong of praiſe be thine! 
| II. Without 
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II. 
Without beginning, without end, 
We find in thee, © 
| Eternity; | 
How pleaſing, how awful the ſound, 
That ſpreads the glad tidings around, 


Ye pow rs divine, 
Aſſiſtance lend, 
With heav'nly fire 
Expreſſion ſtrong, 
And thoughts ſublime, 
My mule inſpire, 
To match the lofty ſubje& of my ſong. 


III. 
Teach me to ſing an angel's ſtrain, 
Let the celeſtial choir attend, 
Softly ſweet, and ſmoothly flow, 
Let the warbling muſic blow, 
And inſtruments of various ſtrings, 


Salute the mighty King of kings! 


In 


(ww) 


In quiv'ring ſolos ſtrike his ears, 


In pleaſing ſymphonies deſcend, 
In numbers ſweet, 
His honors greet, 
Then in full chorus riſe again, 
With loudeſt muſic let the ſong aſcend 
And imitate, in harmony, the ſpheres! 
IV. 
ETerniTY's a matchleſs theme, , 


And ſuited to the gods alone, 
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All mortal muſic's but a dream, 
Tho' monarchs round, 
And princes of the earth attend, 
Tis but a fleeting found, 
And hath an end. 
Immortals only can the taſk purſue, 
With ſomething ever pleaſing, ever new. 
Inſpir'd with love, | 
By mighty Jove, 
They can prolong 
The heav'nly ſong 


For ever, and for eyer, round his throne ! 


V. Timotheus 
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Timotheus boldeſt notes may ſwell. | 8 


Jo captivate a tyrant's heart, 
Orpheus riſe his plaintive ftrain, 
To ſooth the griſly pow'rs of hell, 
Where ſtriſe and diſcord always reign, 
The ableſt maſter plays his part, 
And beaſts, and trees, and rocks, may dance upon 
the plain. 
boy Sweet deluſion, 
: C Gay confuſion 
Strikes a mortal's ear with pleaſure ; 
The mighty maſters of the ſky, 
Let it paſs unheeded by; 
Or deems the treat 
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a incomplete 
In harmony and meaſure. 
VI. 


Celeſtial muſic only charms the ſoul, 


Does ev'ry vicious appetite controul, 


And 


{8s 
And makes all jarring diſcord even; 


Cecilia's ſtrains, 
Delightful ſound, _ 
And fill the plain 
And mountains round, 
With heav'nly ſoftneſs, ſympathetic love ; 
As far as mortal pow'rs can riſe 
To ſing their mighty Maker's praiſe, 
She lifts her ſweet inchanting voice above, 
And fills, with dulcet ſounds, the vaſt expanſe of 


Heavn ! 
ena 


VII. 


The royal maſter of the lyre 
Of Judah's heav'nly race ; 
Whoſe ev'ry note does love inſpire, 
With ſoft angelic grace. 
In Sion lifts his lofty ſtrain, 
Behold he ſtrikes the trembling firing 
To ſooth a monarch's melancholy pain, 
In ſofteſt notes, 


Harmonious floats, 
3 Now 


— 


= | And purge my ſoul of ev'ry groſſer part, 
4 - That when grim death, 


Now low, now high, 


* . His fingers fly, 


Now quick and loud, as rattling peals of thunder,” 
Nor plays in vain, 
The martial ſtrain, 
Expels the Dæmon, and reſtores the king, 
And ſtrikes the liſt'ning world with pleaſure and 


? with wonder! 


VIII. 
Then teach, oh teach me how to ſing, 
The heav'nly notes of Sion's King; 
ö Divine Cecilia, thy aſſiſtance lend; 


— Oh, enliven my heart, 


1! | Make my intelletts clear, 


Teach my numbers to riſe, 


{i | In the dutiful praiſe 


« Of God my father, and my friend!“ 


For all his bounties giv'n ; 


Demands my breath, 


I may 


(- 8-3 
I may be found 5 
In conſcience ſound, 
4 An off ring ſit for Heav'n 2 
In pure etherial form appear, 
And join the ſweet celeſtial choir, 
Which neither earth, nor hell, can ſever, 
Attune the harp, the voice and lyre, 
And heav'nly hallelujahs ſing, for ever and forever! 
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